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The Real Deal is Talking with Dad

Chen Ke

The series began with a simple wish of talking with my father, which we haven’t had a heart to heart

conversation for years.

I'm a workaholic, always busy in my studio. I usually spend time with my family during dinnertime
and talk about trivia matter such as weather and commodity prices. My dad is a man with few words,
he speaks even less and always holds onto his mobile phone at home after he starts using WeChat.
Introvert but sensitive, both of us are afraid to express ourselves when it comes to people we care the
most, inadvertently building an invisible wall around us. Living under the same roof, daily routine has
become the way we communicate instead of dialogues, knowing a simple care would suffice; yet, there

is something between us that cannot be crossed.

Being an artist for so many years, I often think about what art meant. Art created a haven for me, but
also provided me with a perfect excuse to escape from the reality. I realized no matter how incredible
art can be, it can never be compared to how great minds collide, and that it should not block people
out, but act as a mean to interact. To me, it's meaningless to state “art for art's sake," and I don't think
art should be felt through a rational way. Art is closely related to man and life, and I hope that it will

become an interconnection between individual and society.

This exhibition provides me an opportunity to break through this stereotypical busyness and
awkwardness, setting aside some time for my father and I to break free from the status quo of our
life style and face the "easiness" or "difficulties" in our lives. I talked with my father and drew his
portraits, searching for the inspirations and clues for my works, only to find that art has always been
a part of our lives. My father was a Chinese painter and he was also a middle school art teacher. When
I'was a child, I used to watch him paint; he taught me to recite Tang poetry and practice calligraphy,
but he didn't teach me "simple brushwork of Chinese Painting," nor did he asked me to learn from
him. Years later, I was admitted to the Oil Painting Department of Sichuan Fine Arts Institute. I
immediately fell in love with western contemporary art and immersed in it, but it seems to contradict
my father's entire career. As I was stepping into the middle ages, I began to think as a "Chinese Artist"
and how it distinguished me from the west; maybe my childhood experience plays a great role to it.
I gradually gained more recognition and understanding of ancient art and the Tao embodied in the
works. I realized my conversation with my father had never stopped, and that art was my best form of

communication, helping me to understand my father and myself better, as we are alike.

This group of works is a product of my dialougue with my father. I have embedded pieces of moments
of life into the creation, depicting my thoughts on youth, characteristic, family, and maturity
through various medium such as text, ready mades, paintings, and others forms of art. They serve
as a container of time and space, conducting my observations and experiences of human kind in the
awareness of myself. I wish to build a big "blank" space to trigger the audiences' own imagination and

acheive their own self-awareness.
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7 July 2018

Face

Dad was sitting in front of me; the talk today conducted in the studio.

He held onto his phone while I was doing the preparation, slowly raised his head when he was called,
while still immersing in the messages he just read. A beam of light casted over his head, brightened his

nose and forehead, but his eyes were hidden under the shadow.

I drew a sketch to capture my first impression. I knew that face so well that I became numb to it. The
closer one is to you, the harder it is to grasp his or her facial features. The feelings I had towards him

overflew and became a filter, like a shield between me and this real "face".

In my childhood memory, dad used to put up a straight and stern face to claim his status. As I grow up,
our roles reversed, I seemed to have become the center of my family, shifting back and forth between
the members, playing different roles of daughter, wife, and mother. I feel I can only be "the real me"
when I'm alone in my studio, but maybe this "me" is just another role I'm playing, it doesn't actually

exist.

Dad always puts up a worried look on his face due to his health problem, which makes me nervous
somehow. Usually I could avoid this anxiety because it happened in a split second, but today I had to

face it, and the duress irritated me uncontrollably.

Somehow, as the topic turned to trivial things at home, I suddenly spoke in a lecturing tone to my dad
about how toxic leftover food can be without realizing my bad attitude towards him. My dad did not
say a word the whole time, only occasionally defending himself, and when I came about, it was nearly
noon. I sent off my dad, and collapsed on the sofa, I was so ashamed of my behavior in the morning.
We were not having a two-way conversation, it was just him sitting there uncomfortably and bearing

the verbal abuse I cast upon.



BEMNE.LZ L Sketch of My Father No.7
AT

Oil on canvas

46x31 cm

2018

FRMBB/Z —  Father in His Youth No.1
LHEREPASE AT

Oil and cracking paste on canvas

41x32 cm

2018

FRMBB/Z T Father in His Youth No.2
AT A

Acrylic on canvas

30x30 cm

2018
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10 July 2018
Small Boat

Dad was in a good mood today. His friend helped him to create an e-catalogue out of his sketchbook
and dad received many likes on WeChat. Dad is indeed talented. His watercolor paintings while in
Australia surprised us. He demonstrated such great talent while dwellling on how he was not given a

fair chance to shine due to his family complexity causing him to never attend school.

Dad told me stories of his two friends, who are brilliant yet engulfed by the era. He has a way with
words, I would always fathom by his fascinating stories and could no longer concentrate on my
paintings. These stories about ordinary people in big times makes me feel that a man'’s life is like a
small boat in the stormy sea, you can’t control it, but can only follow the tide, surrender completely to

the unpredictable of the universe.

Today I finally become a listener rather than a speaker, by humbling myself, I feel contended. I realized
by being a good listener was a good way to "converse”. Dad left my studio with joy.

V5% Fallen Petals

e 4R, B RE . FEEA KD T AR
Printed cloth, paper, ink, charcoal and acrylic on board
34x25 cm

2018
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W RBEAF AL ST
Oil, acrylic, wood and iron on canvas
200X157 cm

2017

H7& Youth
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Oil, cracking paste, mirror, glass paint, colored plastic plate, used woodenware and paper clay on board
244x90 cm

2018
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11 July 2018

Afternoon Nap

My sketching plan got intensive. Today was a long day again, but we started to loosen up and enjoy
this project, even talking became comfortable. I continued the sketch of him as I saw him resting in the
chair relaxed with his eyes closed during our short break. He looked good. I asked him if I could paint
him sleeping in the chair - he generally doesn't sleep well, a nap is very important to him, especially

after a whole morning of posing in the chair, but he agreed to it with no hesitation.

At noon, as I slowly painted my dad's sleeping face, the sound of the cicadas filled the whole space, yet I
felt peaceful. My parents have showered me with unconditional love and support that I am ashamed of

myself. I did too little to repay them.

BESM Father & Clock
i EihR

Oil on clock

20X14X7 cm

2018
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17 July 2018 Rainy
Golden Times

It has been raining for the past two days and I feel like I'm back in the south with the familiar gloom
and humidity. The world seems to have shrunk and the space in the studio becomes intimate and

warm.

Today's talk moved from the recent US-China trade war onto the life in the 1980s. According to dad,
life back then was slow, work was relatively stable, incomes were enough to manage our daily needs;

there was no pressure to buy a property, nor education concern; people were not too materialistic.

These memories may be beautified over time; filter out the darkness. After going through those rough
moments in their adolescence years, my parents embraced the happiest moment of their lives. Those

blissful years were my childhood's golden years.

AEGMET A House With Blue Roof
MM . KHLKIEA . AR LM%

Oil on canvas, watercolor on marble, oil on wood
£ painting: 83X63 cm

2 H sculpture: 63X%22x22 cm

2018
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19 September 2018
Connection

Time flies, and autumn arrives. I went away in August and busy with the preparation for child going

to school in September, I stopped sketching for a while, and I did not invite dad back to my studio.

Counting the number of days at the calendar yesterday, I found out I had two more months left to
create new works, I felt anxious all of a sudden; finally putting irrelevant fears and worries aside,
I fully concentrated on my creation. Devoting myself in my work soothes me. The world seemed far

away, and all I need to do is to focus on my own world of creation.

This is also familiar to my dad. When we played in the park, he often disappeared with his sketchbook.
Sometimes we saw him during our walk, he was drawing a tree full heartedly, when we greeted him,
was as if he had woken up from a dream. I remember him saying he finds his inner peace when he

draws. Maybe that's also why I took up this job.

Time goes by all too fast, I often think that I have a hard time to keep up. Like my dad, I am also an
introvert. It's hard for me to adapt to social media of this generation. Artworks seem to be the most
convenient and suitable channel for me to connect to the world. Everyone is looking for a kind of

connection, his or her own unique type of connection.

B hEHAE Vase of Flowers by the Window
AR ELIF . HEUR . AR

Oil and cracking paste on board, used wood plate
77%66.5 cm
2018

EFNMER

My Father on His Phone
ATIME . 4O

Oil on canvas, paper clay
53%46 cm

2018

W2~ Window No.2

WE L WA MR REBRA . SR, AR T AR

Oil, acrylic, cotton, colored plastic plate, metal and paper clay on board
120x90 cm

2018
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#4 Nap

SMEERL . ROUR . B BB KRR R B AR e
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Oil, cracking paste, mirror, glass paint, water color, colored plastic plate, grass powder,

paper clay, printed cloth and used cards on used furniture
114%96X55 cm
2018

5t Screen

PGB . KRB BRGNS T IR R L

Acrylic, thin silk, water color, transparent plastic board on used screen
180x201 cm

2018

G2 2

View of My Father’s Back

I U5 f ARG T IR T b

Oil and cracking paste on used rocking chair
100x60x100 cm

2018
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%2 — (JA%k) Window No.I (details)
B I RAR

Acrylic on transparent plastic board

11093 cm x2

2018
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After this project, life seems to fall back to what it used
to be; I'm still busy as before, dad is still on his phone,
teaching elders from the community. It seems nothing
has happened before, but we all know the traces we left
behind, even wild gooses leave footprints on the trail of

snow.
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“BRAT MESWAARELSE” | LBREREAER NI, 2018 4F
"Chen Ke : The Real Deal is Talking with Dad", installation view at Yuz Museum, Shanghai, 2018.
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CBRAT MESWAARELSE” | LBREREAERKEIY, 2018 4F
"Chen Ke : The Real Deal is Talking with Dad", installation view at Yuz Museum, Shanghai, 2018.
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KTZAREK About the artist

BRAT, 1978 ST, MIEARZBmmRM L, WTAFAR TR, A RBHERSAEAR
WEZANMR LIRS, HFASHEAELIR, WM RER: 2.8, WESERE, TEEH,
20164 ; “#EMT, BRAR, PEJEmR, 20154F; M MR A2, AmAIERT , AR EAE,
hEAbR, 2012 5% S HNBRRAE: “PEME—OR - HKGRE” , R/RBERE, 5
TRRRE, 20164F; “Mfi]: B2 ARNR” , BEAE, FELE, 20165F; “AAHE—
ReuERK T Eam” , RMZAREE, PEEE, REIRES, EEER, 2015 4%,
HhR: (—MLAY , WEMRM, PEILR; (RAE—L, AzAe) , dEGFHRE, $
Edbm%

Chen Ke (b. 1978, Sichuan), graduated with MFA from the Sichuan Academy of Fine Arts,
currently lives and works in Beijing. Her works have been exhibited widely in museums and art
institutions and her books are published widely. Her solo exhibitions include: “Dream. Dew,”
Perrotin Gallery, Hong Kong, China (2016); “Cover,” Star Gallery, Beijing, China (2015); “With
“You’, I Will Never Feel Lonely,” Today Art Museum, Beijing, China (2012) and etc. Group shows
include: “Chinese Whispers: Recent Art from the Sigg & M+ Sigg Collections,” Kunstmuseum
Bern, Bern, Switzerland (2016); “SHE: International Women Artists Exhibition,” Long Museum
West Bund, Shanghai, China (2016); “As Far as We See: Chinese New Painting at Post Financial
Cirisis Era,” Poly Gallery, Hong Kong, China & Foundation Taylor, Paris, France (2015) and etc.
Publication: “A Woman,” New Star Press, Beijing, China; “With You, I Will Never Feel Lonely,”
China Youth Press, Beijing, China and etc.

EARKERA
MEARRREZMER, FF : BN

Chen Ke, the artist

Courtesy of the artist and Star Gallery, Beijing

Photo by Dong Lin
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About Yuz Project Space of Art
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Yuz Project Space of Art is a new independent program of Yuz Museum’s exhibitions, which
opened to the public in September 2015. Yuz Project Space of Art invites artists to make site-
specific works or projects, engaging boldly with the museum, its surroundings and its audience.
Combining a “project + an exhibition,” the artist interacts actively with the space and aims to

present the moment when contemporary art is happening.

Yuz Project Space of Art is the place where innovation, invention, and a new movement happen
in the pathway of an artist. It aims to provide another platform for Chinese and international
artists to exhibit their artworks as well as more opportunities to communicate with each other.
Yuz Project Space of Art invites the artist to get inspired with new ideas by engaging the artist
with the museum space and try to make some break-through artworks that are different from its

own line.

ARFMAREEERET 201845 12 A 22 HE 2019 4F 3 A 24 AXIMAIME 2 AR “FRel: FE
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This brochure is produced in conjunction with Yuz Project Space of Art exhibition "Chen Ke: The Real
Deal is Talking with Dad" at Yuz Museum from December 22", 2018 to March 24", 2019.
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